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villagers, godly men that they were, with an almost awe-
struck admiration. It seemed as if they were hearkening to
the divine Word and looking upon a Prophet.

The Midlothian campaign stirred the whole country.
Gladstone's titanic speeches filled columns of the news-
papers. The whole of the powerful puritan section of
England followed this pilgrimage of passion. The issue
seemed now and henceforth to lie between Midlothian and
Machiavelli, between Gladstone and Satan. The Conserva-
tives rallied. One of them calculated that Mr, Gladstone
had already uttered eighty-five thousand eight hundred and
forty words. As for the Lord of Darkness, he was in London
painfully accomplishing his daily duties as Prime Minister.
The fogs and frosts of December left him bent double with
his troubles. All this noise Gladstone was making, this
moral affectation, this impious and conceited claim to
represent the Divine will was extremely fatiguing to
Beaconsfield. He was annoyed by the physical health of his
rival, and the pitiless strength of that voice. When it was
over, he wrote to one of his Ministers: "It certainly is a
relief that this drenching rhetoric has at length ceased: but I
have never read a word of it. Satis eloquentiae sapientiae
parum"

When he himself had the opportunity of speaking, it was
at the annual Lord Mayor's Banquet, where the City
merchants have the right, consecrated by long tradition, of
receiving, after turtle soup, the confidences of the Prime
Minister. There he proudly maintained the excellence of
his policy: "So long as the power and advice of England are
felt in the councils of Europe, peace, I believe, will be
maintained, and maintained for a long period. Without
their presence, war, as has happened before, and too
frequently of late, seems to me to be inevitable. I speak on
this subject with confidence to the citizens of London,